Tvsmjtory of - 

PwW.Coaiehither, F r*ncit. 

Yra nets .My Lord. f 

Priuff.Hovv long hall; thou to fcrne, F rantis ? 
Fr4#<7V,For(6oth Hue yeercs,and as muchas to 
foynes. Tran tit, 
franeis. A non,anO!>, fir, 

frince. Fiuey ceres » berladya long leafe for thechinckimj 
of pewter :But F rantis > dareft thou bee fij valiant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenture, and fticw it a Faire paire of heeles 
and runne from it ? 

F rantis, OLordfir, lie befw©mcvpona!lthcBooke$in 
inghtndyl could find in my heart. 

P oinet.fr antis. Yr antis. Anon fir. 

f rtnee. How old art thou,F?wffi& ? 

Yrantis.Let mee fee , about Michaelmas next 1 {hall bee, 
feints* Francis. 

Yrancu.Kmn fir,pray you ftay a little, my Lord. 

F rinet. Nay, but harkeyou Yrancisfov the Sugar thou gaueft 
sne,’twas but apennyworth,waft not ? 

YranctiQ Lord, I would it had beenc two. 

Vrince. I willgiue thee for ita thoufandpound, aske mee 
when thou wilt,and thou {hale haue it* 

fo'tnes, Yr antis. Fr<r«e».Anon, anon. 

Yrince. Anon F ranch ? No F rancis, but to morrow Trenei} 
or Yrancis , on Thurfeday .* orindecd Fr^r^ when thou wilt: 
But Yrancis: 

Yranctt. My Lord. 

frince. Wik thou rob this Leathernc Ierkin, Chriftall but* 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, puke hocking, Caddicegarur, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifh pouch? 

Frdntis.O Lord fir, w ho do you meane ? 

P rtnee. Why then your Browne baftard is your onely 
oriake: for looke you F rancis , your' W hite canusffe doublet 
will fulley.In BarbaryfxXy it cannot come to fo much. 
frauds . What fir; feints, Yrancis, 

f rtnee. Away you rogue , doft thounbt heare them call? 
ff Heere they betb tall him , the 'Drawer ftands amazed, not 
k»omn^ which way to got, Enter Vintner, 

VkU 


nenry svex- mwttrt — 

Vint- What , ft and ft thou ft ill, and heareft fuchyi calling ^ 
looke to the Ghefts within. MvLord, old fir lohn with halfe 
a dozen more, are at the dorc.lhall I let them in ?’ 
prin.Lc c them alone a while, and then open thedorcrP«*tf/» 
Poinet. A non,anon Hr. Enter foines, 

frin. Sirra,^4//4^andthercftoftheThecues, areatthc 
doore,lhaIl wee bee merry ? 

pw».As merry as Crickets,, my Ladibut harkeyee, what 
cunaing match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer ? 

' come, what’s the ifliie? 

frin.l am no w of all humors, that haue ftiewed theinfelues 
humoi a,fince the old daies of good man Adam ye the pupil ag<* 
ofehisprefent Tweluc a clockeat midnight. What’s a clocke, 
franeui 

Francis. Anon , anon fir. , ^ 

Prwee.That cuer this fellow fhould haue fewer words then 
aParrat,andyet the fon of a Woman.His induftry is vp ftaires 
and down* ftaires , his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. I 
aranotyetof Perceysmindc, the Hotgmr oft he lyortbyhc that 
kils me lome 6 or 7. dozen oiScetszx. a oreakfaft wafhes his 
hands, andlayes to his wife , Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
work, O my fwcet Harry fay es fhee ! how many hall thotrkild 
to day ? Giue my Roan hor fe a drench ( fayes he )and anfwers , 
fomefourtcene, an hour after: a tiifle.a trifle. I prethee call in 
Talftaffe , ik play Percy , and that damn’d Brawne fhall play 
Dam# Mortimer his wife.kfi/o.faies the drunkard :call in rib#, 
callin Tallow. 

Enter Yalfiaffe, 

VQines.'Wdcomzladtf y where haft thou been ? 

A plague of all co wards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
maiy and Amsn.-gjue me a cup of facke, Boy. E’re I.kade this 
life long,ilefow netherftocks , and mend them andloot them 
too* A plague of all cowards,Giue me a cup of facke., fOnue.js 
there no vercue extant? 

Pmr^Didftthou neucr fee Titan kifle a difti of butte r^pitti* 
lull hearted Titan } that melted at the fweet tale of the Sun ?if 
thou didft, then behold that compound, 
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